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CHAPTER 1.
I Lose My Temper.
BTARED down opan-mouthed, dumfounded, at ths mischief my
elumaineas or stupldity, or both, had wrought for me,
There, strewing the muddy snew of the gutter, lay ths scat-
tered sheal of great scariat roses,

The bonbone, too, wars sverywhere—aonked, wspolled,

The

pretty porcelain-and.gold box that had held them was smashed te a hundred

Pploces against the ground.

And there, barring my way, with armas akimbo and five-fiashing eyves,
stood the daintieat, fercest atom of girlhood my country-broed aves bad ever

beheld In olty or country.
Tor a space we stood looking at

sach other—[, leoming up bulky and

gawklike in my homespun sult, coonakin greatooat and long, muddied beots;
she, indesoribably lovely in her seariel allken cloak and hood, her Nitle
flower-face aflame with wrath and her great brown syes abluae,

Than it ccurrad 10 me I had some-
whare read or heard that ‘twas mon-
#irous bad manners to gapa openly at
strangere. Now, for manners, In
those days, | gave scant care. Yelan
unknown something (that annoysd
as much as it perplexsd me) auddenly
made me averss to the idea that this
Httle town-bred aristocrat ashould
think me the uncouth and unsophisti-
cated youth 1 was,

Bo | contrived t) drag my eyes from
hers, and made shift to stap past her
along the Ueacon Htreet fooipath teo
my deatination,

But it seemed 1 had reckonsd with.
out my host (or hostesa). For she
balted me at my firsi move,

"Wait!” she commanded. And even
in its anger, her voice Fung as swant.
Iy clear as a silver bell,

1 swpped, Involunlarily, at the im-
Perious SUmmons,

“Walt!l"™ she repeated sharply. “ls
Hoaton & howiing wliderness like your
own native woods Lhat you think yuu
can blunder against a gunlewoman
In Beacon Btreet, upset the precious
things she s carrying and then piod
onward without one word of ex-
ouse ™

“l—1 was not looking,"” | muttered,
Lashful as «ny unbirched schoolboy;
“I did not mee you until | chunced tu
Jog your shouider with my sw.oging
elbow in passing and''—

“And kuocked from my arms the
first winter roses Hoston ever saw!™
she cnught me up. “The roses Sir
Willlam Howe himself sen! me this
Ghos biige  Yea, sud my cumiii box ol
Milan porcelain! There s not sucu
another In the colonles.™

“Well," growled L glancing down at
the shattered box and  bedraggled
roses, “'tis done,  Why make such
pether over I

“What?' she gasped, as
doubting her own ears,

“1 eny," repenied | atill more mul-
enly, "“why make such fuss over a
handful of weeds and o fow bits of
sugur? As for the china box—if six-
pence will make good It luns, |"—-

“Oh!* she broke in, a little whirl-
wind of fury. “You lout! You trap-
per of the forenta!l Must you destroy
my pretty gifte——and (hat without &
wo of clvil regret—bul you must
also seek to thrust a coln upon me?
Spend your sixpence on n ‘Hook ot
Polite Munners.' ‘They aro for sale at
the bookstail in Mik Street, And
‘Twill profit you! Or stay out of HBos-
ton until you have learned the wayw of
civillzation.*

“We be as ‘civillzed' In my homa
at Wilbraham,” quoth I hotly, “us
are you Hosion folk. We do not frill
our spesch with fal-lnls and apend
our good money for china boxes and
roses  But, fur ail that, It 11 hefits
vou to make mock of my home, Even
i we cannot boust a  populnce of
17,000, an does Hoston, we Lench our
women to hold thelr tlangues and noi
rail ut thelr bettors™

“Thelr betters? she repeated
blunkly, evidently taken aback by my
sudden torrent of heavy sircasm.

“Yos, mistrees,” 1 retorted, “thelr
bottors. I8 not man ever the superior
of woman? Doth not St. Paul say”

“Oh," sha erled aguin In Impotent
ruge, it only one of my father's luck-
eyn had escorted we abroail thls day!
He should eane you untii—

broke inte a laugh of honeat
AINuUseIment,

"On Springfeld Mountaln,” T inter-
rapted, Inzily flexing the mighty mus-
cles of my arms and cheat, “I mot &
bluck bLear last year, when Licul.
Morrick's son and 1 bhad robbed her
lulr of It cubs, Merriek ran at her
onset, I killed her with my naked
handa®

“You dAid?" sahe gasped, anwiling
admiration for the instant replacing
wrath g her brighl face. "1 believe
you could, You are a ginnt!”

Then, suddenly entehing her hreatn,
she returned to the attack,

“And the bear doubtiess bequenthed
to you ber manners,” sho  flashed.
“Though had she manners such s
yours, sbe riehly meriied death, Hopel
Even beurs may be trained by the
will power of a humun being,  Takes
your fArst tesson from e, ek ugp
those roses and give them to me!*

I stared at her, hewlldored, In my
farm country it was un unhenrd of
thing In those days for a woman to
dare order n man about.

Wo naturally expected our womons-
folkk to wait on and otherwise ohey
us. That this slender slip of a Pos-
ton girl should give me ordersy——

“Plek up my rones!™ sghe command-
ofl agnin, “Every one of them. And
hand them to me"

“Do you take me for a slave?* 1
roared, all at onca fAnding my voles
and my daged wils,

“Fyary true mai is & slave to cour-
tesy,” wmhe returued. “A guntieman
woild have heom restoring my scnt-
tered treasurss to ms ars they fulrly
tauched the sround, and would have
overwhelmed me with humble apolo-
gles. Aut” she added, “for the mat-
ter of that, a gentleman would not
have been wo clumey as to knock
them ont of my"——

“A gentleman'!" 1 mocked hoor-

though

tshly. “Think heaven, I am no fon!
An for arior tricks and npretty
spoechas, T have aanse enough to re.
pard them as time wnsted, Whero.
AR ——

"“Whersas,” wshe caught ma un,
“thevy wre tha divine oll of 1ifs's
whoela But we Jdigress. lek up
those rosea!”

“ will not!" I anapped. "I am
nuh_-

“Plok them up!*

“Pick them up yourself, if you

wilue the silly weedn, 1Mo
“Plak them npt!™
.' Gnough of this childish folly!
*Ydu will plﬂk‘::m up, bhear! At
once. Do you hear

Her awast voles was calm, steady,
low pitched. Yet it angered me more
than had her firat gust of temper.
That she ahould have the insane au-
daoity to order mas, a man, 10—

And then (to this day | know not
how it enme about) [ puddanly found
myself on my kness in the alush,
awkwardly semmpiog together the silly
red roses from snowdrift, walk and
gutter,

My foce was purple with self-con-
tempt and with a wild, unreasonin

fury nguinat the [fttle lady who stoo
::1.?;; ntly above me directing the

Oh, if my patient, toll.bowed mother
or my buxom, obedlenl sister could
huve sean me, Roger Nesalo at that
moment! 1 thanked heaven that Wil
bruham was a full hundred miles
from Doaton, and that ne visiting
nelghbor was like fto behold me,

“There!™ ordered my searlet eclad
litte tyrant. “Ovar there to the left!

There

Behind that snow ridge. are
two  roses u've overlooked, Ho!
Now wipe off the stems. T are all

wat. Oh, not so roughly!
hava broksan one of them.*

Red., mortified, raging, 1 scrambled
to my feal, gripping the redovered
sheaf of roncs In my huge fat.

I had made no affort to amn?
thom. They stuok out in every dl-
rection from my fingers llke hay-
wisps.

“Thorae! d
thrusting the disordered handful of
flowers townrd her,

To my further chagrin she recolisd
& step In pretty disdaln,

“A morvios |a rohbed of ite graoce |f

pourtesy ko not with It ahe rebuked |

me prim!y, as If teaching m simple
tu-a_r;‘tn noma ;tupll etiq,

"What more do you wani?™ I gruom-
lgu;d. “There are vour foollsh roses’'

P AL —

“Foullsh enough the poor blossoma
look am you hold them now.,” she
agreed. “Arrange them, No, not that

;ar. but with the heada together, Ho!
: |

ow''—

“Oh, take them and let thers be an
&nd to this farce!™

Again 1 shoved the fowers al her,
But vnee more nhe drew back.

“When a gentleman offegs L)
bouquet he does so with & bow,” gha
chided. "“Not s If he would thrus.
it down my throat. Try sguipn”

1 will not!™ 1 fumed, "F am no
‘wentieman.' and | have told
| have debused myself enough
Oh, well, here then!"™

Imyelled again by the same annoy-
ing, evmprehensible fores, 1 bobbed
my head, ducked my shouldess and
held the fuwers sheoplably toward
the girl

This time she was sraciousiy
plensed to take them. The wrath In
hier blg brown eyas had softened 1o a
twinkioe of misohief,

“Did the bear teach you that how?"
she queried innocently. “There! I
wis wrong to mock you,' For, after
ail, you have made such amends as
you coull. And you hate me. | can
#en |U in that glower on your face
You would not bhe ll-looking. sir, If
you could wipe that scowl and learn
to square those giant shoulders of
yours,

“Nover mind my looks." [ breke in,
ombarrassed. Then, aguinat my wiil,
I added:

“What was amiss with my bow? [t
win not a eringing, dancing school
salute, hiyt*e—

“What was amiss with it?™ she r -
prated. “"Everyiling! 1| cannot ex-
ain, You would not understand.

ul—=gor you the gentlemnan who has
Just turned the corner? Obsarve him,
And whon bhe bows (o e you will sea
the poetry that true breeding can put
into wo simple & salute”

[ rlanced ahead. Toward us wos
walking a tell, rather heavily bullt
mrn whose gorgeous major-genersl
uniform was but half hidden by the
whitery ¢lonk he wore, From the
Trame of powdered wig looked torth n
hundsome, whimaical, tired face,

And It was a fuce | know from
mony & picture In the print-shopa.
drew buck inatinetively into the angle
of a wall, eying the newcomer with
respectful admiration.

Far this was Gen
st dashing of English  ofMrera,
Ceambiler, duellist, man of pleasura,
fanrless soldisr, and coffec-houss wit,
he wos the envied model of every
provincin! dandy

The General's tired eves brightansd
as they fell upon the girl. He qulek-
ened bip rapid pace, advanciog, hat
In haund,

Ialting hefore har, he bowed low,
untll the trim of Lis chapeau brusaed
the anow at her [oat.

It wus the exnggerated salute of
that time.  Yat, nn he performed 11,
It seomed butl natural-—the very poet-
1y of motlon

Ahe responded with a graceful curt-
av, ns though In a ballreom. Ewven
6l the moment it struck me as odd
that a grent Genearal should thus de-
mean himself before a mere woman.

And T wonderod if it ware pos=ibla
thut my ldeas of man's supsriority
could have baen wrong Then, shume-
lowsly, T Haoned to thelr taik,

“Venua han sure forsakan Olympus
to brighten the provineinl soll of Fos-
ton!" erledd Howe goyly, ns he roas
agnin to his full helght.

"To think Mars for his pift of
roses,' she replled in the samo ex-
agEerated veln

"I'hey arn royal rad to mateh your
clonk," axid he, "Put your chaeks put
thelr bluah to shams. ‘Troly, oyr
mny rejolea to wear Hin Mofesty's
rod eopt when Mistreas Marjory Win-
throp seta the fashion In eolor.”

Marjory Winthrop! Bo that waa
the dainty, fAsry Jdamesel’'s nama?
Paughter, na doubt, of old Rimeon
Winthrop, who was tha richest Tory
in Boston, even ns mine own [ather
wis the richest Tory In Wilbraham,

"His Gractous Mnjesty should be
pleased,” Sir Willlam wet on, “with

ol mo.
or you,

Willlam Howe,

you
|

Take them!™ 1 snarled. '

|
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such loyalty In dress, It Is & comfort
to find it s the botbed of proviocial
rebellon.*

1 was watching her, nnd 1 saw &
sbadow as of disapproval oross ber
supny letle face at hia Aatierd
words, Veory deliberately she
aside the scaviet cluak she wors and
let it hang across her arm, with its
white fur lining turned cutward,

“You steike your oolors?’ cried
Howe In mock display.

*The morning grows warm,” ashe
answered. "Bpring will soon be here.”
“Bpring!"” alghed Howa, “And that

will mewn the pestilent rebels will
make some erazy demonatration. A
as legul servant of King CGeorge,
shall have to order the poor wretches
mowed down.”

“You do not enjoy the prospect?”
she asked In & curlously muffled
volce.

“I am & soldiar, Mistress Marjory,
pot & butcher, I bave fought In China,
and In Europe as wall, But [ scarce
relish morchilog my men agalnst o
rabble of farmers und anopfolk. Theas
Amerlcan pewsants will never show
fight. A rlot, & charge by the regu-
lars—and their puny insurrection will
be nt an end.”

“Op fannesd into a fams that all
King Oeorge's powor canl Dever
guench!" she cried mpulsively.

As the impetucus worls wers spo-
ken 1 could se¢e her bite her lip in a
pharp wexatlon as though at some
imprudence. Iowe's surprissd rely
1 eould not fully eatoh, For, side by
slde, they bad moved out of my hear-
ing. And, llke the country yokel I
wiuy, I stared atupidly after them.

Yaa, 1 eould see now the differsnce
between gentlaman and lout—between
townaman and farm lad, Tha feeling
sant a pew rush of rage through my

I blood

A moment later I had taken a sud-
den, Moxioal resolve that was to
ehange the whols current of my life.
Yen, and a renolve that was to change
the current of history as wall

——

CHAPTER II.
I Meet With an Adventure.

AM Poper SBensions, farmer's

son. My father was the oha

man of nota In our tiny

community who was not &

rabld revoiutionist, He re.
muined atanchly a Tory, a devoted
admirer of King Cearge 1I11. and of
Lord North, And 1, his only son, had
beent raloed to think aod beliave as be
did.

It was upt until the week after my
twenty-firat bLirthday that, for the
first time, | stroved more than len
miles trom my home, Then (great
event of my lgnorant youth) I was
sont 10 HBoaton to transact some busi-
ness for my fathor. The task wocom-
plished, I bad wandered about the
stroets to flll in the few remaining
hours until the stage coach should
gat out.

Boston, in the early spring of 17T,
was A& vast and teaming metropolisa,
At lenst, so It seemod 10 my country-
bred |deas, It contalned no fewer
thien 17,000 Inhabltanta, Often one
might wee full sight or nius folk on
a Mogle blovk of ita narrow, twisting
atreets.

Not only plain burghers, demure
mildens and farm visllors, but avery-

whera tha smart, white.-wigged, red-
conted Britlah soldlery as wall. ll'm-i
almost 3.000 of His Majesty's regulars
ware garrisoned thers,

t was thess soldlars, above all the
things T saw, who roused my admira-'

tloa. They were bronsed men who
bad seen many lands  Thelr unle
formas were gorgeous, They bora them-
sslves with u haughty disdain toward
the townsfolk. 1 longed, seorelly, to
be one of that glittering band,

1 bad resd anu beard that Hoswno
was 4 butbed of robeillon. Here, in
1770, bad turbulent citisens been shut
down by the troops in ths publie
streeta for insurrection against the
King.

Hure, oo, In 1774, & party of rebais
had shown thelr Jlupsruvd of His
Gracious Muojesty's ten tax by dis-
guwsing themaelves ws lodians and
hurling & ship's ocargo of tea over-
board,

1 bad Leen propared to find brawls
on evary corner. Hut, to my sur-
pria:, & quiel, aven a gluowm, hung
over the city. Men glanced darkly at
the awaggering troops, It is wrue, but
apoke nut aloud of mutiny

I was disappointed, | bad hoped 1o
thras some robsl for speaking i of
the King ere 1 returned to Wilbras
bam. It would have bean a fine tale
10 bear back to my Tory father.

1 bad besn longing for such adven-
ture, and had also n lost In won-

der at the town's lofty buldings— ¢

some of thert full three atories blgh—
when 1 had biundered lnww Marjory
Winthrop at s corner of Hoaoon
Hireot, just above the Common.

Aud now back to my story.

My mesting with the girl, her opsn
scorn of my hitherto self-satisfiod
self, the brief gllmpes of Howe—all
had flled me with vigus reseniment
of my uncouth ploughboy ways and
of the slmple backwoods LUfe.

Why ahould 1 spend my gulden
vouth on a farm, the laughing stouk
of city folk, when I had brains and
strength thut would make me Lue
equul of any man?

A soldier, streolling just ahead of
me, slbowed a portly merchant off
the narruw walk into the gutter, Why
should 1 not hegome sueh a lord of
areatlon os this redceoat? [ hknew
thers was ever & demand for recruits,
1 ovuld turn my back un the farm,

soldier, 1 will ask you to remembe)
that | was but twenty-one, that mill-
tariam was |0 the very ale about ma,
that 1 still smarted from Marjory's
gibes nAl my uncouth country ways,
Also, that It was my fArst sight of
noldiers and of town life

Uut of Heucon Hirest Into & nar-

rower thoroughfare swaggersd the
trooper, By this time | waa close be.
hind him,

He came abresst of a wide.win.
dowed shop above whose door huug a
guldlmlth'u slgn. As he passed the
aorway a mobarly dresssd, stout man
of forty smearged from ths threshold

Iu his vutatretcbed bands the uew-
comer carefully bore a long peacock
featner fan, such as thoso Lhat were
in use nmong Indies of quality. ltas
stloks were of wrought gold, dalntily
chassd and carved, Inlald with tiny
sond pearis and other gema of prige,

The fan wias 4 (reasure, snd the
tolder bore It carefully, as though It
had bheen a wick child, Ha moved
towurd a coach that stood in mid-
streot and from whoss open door &
nent Indy's-madd eaned.

Doubtless, thought |, this portly
man was the guldsmith Limeelf. The
un baon sent to him fur repair-
inig, and ha would allow noe ‘prentioe
hond to return it to ita owner's en-
yov.

Hut T had scant time for aurmise,
Kven us [ gased, the soldier | waa
following cunningly tripped up the
mgalidamith, ment him asprawl to the

round, snntched the precious fan
rom his loosensd grasp, and made off
with it at top aposd.

Before the overturned merchant
conld gasp “Stop, thief!" 1 had clearesd
his scrambling body at & bound, and
wins In full pursuit of the feeing
soldior,

That so barsfacad and wanton »
theft should be achieved In open day-
Hght In & city streot anted like Are
on my hunest country blood. 1 be-
haved on lmpulse, as 1 should have
done had | seon a wandering linker
muking off with one of my father's

¥ prive
enlist In King Qeorxe’'s army wud  Down the twisting strest fied the
earn tho right to look down upon soldler with his prise. And after bhim
wern clviliaos, * @ 1 rushed, 1 was fleat of foot in thosn

Kven Marjory Winthrop might, per-
haps, think me |ess like & bear whnn
shie should ses me clad In a swart
seurleot coat und with powdered hair.
Yea, for good or for bad, my rescive
wus liken,

I quickensd my paoce, sseking to
cateh up with the trooper in front of
me. From Wm | would inguire the
way to the neanrost barracks, thers L0
enliat,

If you who read are lncllnsd to anser
at me for the tmpulse to glve vy my
Iita an a rich ftarmer's son and helr
for the hard, Ill-puld lot of a commun

duys, and few of our village lads
could cops with ma in racing

Ere the tilef had travelisd a fur-
lnnml was upon him, Feeilng my grip
oh his arm, he dropped tha fun and
whirled about on me, drawin
short bayonnest he wora At his helt

But I was too qulck for him, Even
fs ha thrust at me with the weapon
I threw out my left arm (o ward off
thee murdercus hlow, At the same
time, I struck with my clenghed right
fia

1,
The hayonst, deflectad, I‘lgﬁ.n!
through coal, shirt and akin, ploughing

the
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AN ugly Hitie cut in my forearm. But
my right fist bad caught the soldier
on the juw, and had dropped him Imop
and sputtering in the frozen mud of
the rondwny

I pleked up the fan, rejolcing to ses
It had apparently come o no hurt
from Its rough hanciing, thrust it into
my poecket and turoed to the fallen
rodecat

Hwonring, writhing, thrsatening, be
WA siowily staggecing to his fee

My blow had besn o basty wnd glan-
cing one, elss be had lain jong whete
he fell

1 caught the struggiing thief by the
collar of his upilorm, Jjerked him
angrily 1o a stuuding posture, and,
turuing, propeliod him roughly before
me as | retraced my stops tuward the
goldsmith's shop,

e was a powsrful fallow, and
pearly my own sige.  Hut, tug and
Lwist as e would, he could not shake

off my &cip. Nor bad his appalling
threats moved ma.
so onwurd 1 drove him, for my

rustio braln was sulll full of rescive 1o
take him back to the place of his Lheft
and there 0 turik bLim over Lo Lie
suthorities.

We rounded o goruer and came face
to face with the eoxcited goldswmith.
Ons or two apprenticas, shopkocpers,
und idiers had joined In the chuse.

At might of us the bue and ory
balted 1 wmazsiment.

Laooking back on the scenn, I can
waoll ubdorstand Lhe reason of thelr
astonishment. In those diays the mili-
tary wers undiaputed masters of Bos-
b,

1t would have boen safor for a Colo-
nist o ralss his baond agoiost &
mogistrato or & reverend clergyman
than ngwinst » redooat.

Yet here | was, & stia rlng Yank.e
yukel in homespun, rou g Yy propeliing
before e & squirming British regular
I full uniform.

Scant wonder the slght tronsfized
the group of ?ursulu!

“Hara he Wa!™ | orind, sxullan?, shovs
Ing my captive in front of the gold-
minith  “And hera s the preolly gow -
gaw he atole. Now, which of ye ba
the town constable? [ woull fain
turn thiy cutpurse over to the law,
For ovntact with nlm suils an liohedt
man's baads, Take bhlai, one uf you'

“I'oo mwan that Inys bhands on me'
howled the wriggliug soldler, “shail
whawer to Uen. UGage or (o Ar Wil-
iwm hlmself. Yes, and wy fellows
ahall burn tbhe roof aver hin head
Looss your hold on me, you Colonial
poor!” le soarled over his shouldar
at me, secking o valn o tedr fros
from my grasp “Zoundal But things
he 4t a preity pass when o soldier of
His Mojusty's service muy he man-
hsndied by aby low Colonial!™

SThingw are at 4 worsan pass' quath
I, “when Hisn Majasty's uniform is
dlegranond by such aa you. MHove, Mr.
Goldsmith, s your thief. Take him.
My part in the task s done.”

“Your part is that of & galiant It
ranh man,’ answerad the g dsmith,
spoaking In & plessantly modulated
voloe. "And from my heart | thank
you, The fun could not have beon
replaced for a hundred guineas: a
loan 1 could 11 afford, And | coald
wtill e afford o note the grief s
I mmust have cost Mistress Mar-
jory Winthrop, who left It with mo
for monding. 1"

Marjory Winthrop agaia!

And I, thick bLead that | wasx, had
unwittingly prepald hers scorn by do-
ing her thia monatrous groal servion!
Unce more my tannead cheeks graw
red with anger. And [ vented some
of my rage by giviag my fumng
prisoner an extra shake to still his
strugglos and his profanity.

I want po thanks,” 1 made surly
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answar to the goldsmith,
the constable or aoma other to taks
this scoundrel off my hands, | ——

"1 but wish

“Turn bim looss,' requestad the
goldamith, In & voioe whose outward
genllaness seamed barely to mask
soma lll-concealnd amotion,

“Turn him lousel™ | echoad
from the littes crowd that M
orod arose a murmur of w?r 1mnpe
proval. ““Turn ivm loosa? Is it thus
t!u-rut elty of Howton desls with
eriminala? If mo, 1 thank my stars
I be & rustic. Is thers no justice in
this town of yours™

Not!™  bellowad a shock-headsd
blackamith in the crowd. “None for
free-born Americans. For such as we
thers s but - —

“Sllence! " orderad the goldsmith.

He spoke quietly. Yet there was &
ring of authority in his deep voles
that stilled the blacksmith and hushsd
the inoreasing murmur of the crowd.

“You treanon=breathing dogn!"’
howled the soldier, ting bis breath
At nst, after the mighty ahake 1 had
glvon him. “Hoon enough ys shall
tante good Hritiah justice, one and ail
of y8! And there shall ot one stones
Lof your miserable Hoston town be left
standing on another. A century hence
the vary nama of Hoston shall be for-
got. An for this outrage unon & wol-
disr of King Ueorge’'-—

“Down with tyrants!” was shouted,

A stono whigzed through the alr,
The missile grazed the soldier's pow-

th-

dersd head, and struck me f on
the shoulder,
Agnin in Impotent fury, stung by

the pain, 1 shook the redooat uanlll he
bung, limp and gasping, In my grip.

The goldamith had turned suddenoly
upun the erowd.

“Bhiume! " he cried. “Is this the salf-
control 1 and the others have lou-\;
to teach you? Would you spoil all
1o you watit to spand the rest of your
duys In the barracks prison while
your wives and babes starveT llave
Lidone, I toli you, wod dsperse!™

“My father,” | remarked, as the
st heswitisted, “has told me the Hos-
ton rabels are but windy cowards,
Now 1 soe ‘tis trus. Thore s no
danger to the King's peace from such
"timid folk who can be cowed lato

peacn by one tradesman's word and

by sight of n redeoat. Whaere I8 the
icuunl.qlll._ Muastor Goldwimith M

AN | have told you,” urged the
goldsmith, “let the fellow go  Thanks
o your courage and strenxth, 1 have
back whit bhe stole, Haldom ia It that
Boston men recelve aven so much
redress from thoss who pllinge tham.
Wers we to hale him to the guard-
houss  Lils word wouwld be taken bes
fore ours. He would be set free, and
some of us would sleep In jall this
pight, You are from the country,
voung sir, and you do not undesratand.
| But =
| “But you nre a pack of cowardas,” [
{atormed. "I nona of you will ald me
{1 sball take this cur to the guard-
| house alnglo-handed. In which direo-
| tlon does it lie?

“No, no," begxed the goldemith, ‘‘be

warned, It"—— 2

“1 may 1 shall do 1t'™ 1 raged. "If
| thers & Justice in Boaton'——
“Phere s not. Ahd"™—

“Hallnl" spoke nr a drawling, au-
thoritative  volre am  behind me
“What treasonable coll and brawling
huve wa hera? Odmooks, canalille,
atand aside, T command you, and st
me through to wea what all this
rumpus s about!™

CHAPTER IIL.
1 Change My Mind.

T the seornful command the
crowd sulklly mave way. A
man and o girl had just
rmerged from & croas atrest
Inading down from Beacon

Though It was the man who

had apoken, and who now came for-

ward ahead of his companion, yet It
was the girl on whom my oyes first
fell.

And as our gape met—T knew her
for Marjory Winthrop, Tha big ayes
widened frum amused recognltion Lo
an  admiration npot unmixed with
trouble as sho saw that I held captive
o wriggling Pritish soldier,

Meantime her companion, Bir Wiil-
tam Howe, had made his way to where
the goldamith, the aoldier and [ were
standing, pushing his path through
the press as though through a Rennel
of dogs.

“What does this mean?" he cried
In haughty wonder,

“It means, Sir Willam." T retorted,
Wo wugey lo be cautious, "that one
American I8 not too cowed at might
of & red uniform to eateh & thief and
bring i o Justice™

“May it please you, Blr Willlam,"™
sputtered my prisoner, "this Yankes
brute grate me as I'm guing aloog
penceful-like and"—

YHilenoe!" ordered Howe curtly.

HilL

Then o me:
"What do you mean, You young
Goliath, by choking n King's man?

L nhand him!™

“He s a thief,” I sald doggedly,
"and-

“It you underiook to choke all
thinven, thome big handw of yofirs
woulil soun be worn off sl the wrist,”
answerad Howe, “Lat him go, | say!™

"L will nat, He stole a gold handisd
fan from this woldsmith. And he
shndl go to Jadl far ALY

“I's a e, Bir Willam!" squealed
the soldier, "1 Jumt™s—e——

“If he lias been at fault,” sald Howe,
“tha provost marshal will know how
to deal with him. 1t is not for a pack
of Yankee roagealn to lny hands on His
Muatoaty's uniform Lot him ko fres'™

YAl ancourage every other redeost
thiof to wteal, vnpunished? I re-
turned. “Not 1"

“Iw you know who | am? Mo

“I knuw, Bul you are not my mas-
tor. And | hold this scoundrel until
the ronstaile comes.”

“Then you will hold him Wl docme-
aay, you Yankee rebel! T say, let
him"——

“IL am no rebel!™ 1 Aashed. “1 am
mx stanoh & King's man as yourseir
This moldler atnle & wuluahle fan
Thera it In"—indicating the trinket
the woldwinith was still holding—"und

SOh, my fan!™ erted Marjory, eateh-
ing sight of tt. "My fan'"

51.., hareied forward, Bir Willamn
planced whimsioally from her to the
fan, and then back to me.

“This puts n new face on thes affalr.”
he oumerved carelessly. “"Misiress
Marjory, 1 am at your pretty fest jim.
ploring Afty thousand pardons that a
Tlllllif
Jegiu

mine should have laid maori-
hand on aught you ocherish.
Bellew me, he shall be punished.”

whilsa Put™

down
run. Howe broke off In his
apeech, turned to them,
cating my captive, sald:

“Taka him to the Aay
I arder for him y stripea on
bare back and ANy days in the goard-
hwuh

The men moved away with the
eringing soldler, Hows agals tufmed
townrd me,

“You have done an Il thing." quoth
he, “In venturing to lay ES
naldinr of the King. If such acls

to pass  unpunished, ‘T
would soon get the you wers
the Sacred anthorty of -...1"‘"‘ "‘":1

o sacred au y of [
Nevertheleas, you say a
And have bean so te do
thin fair lady & servioa B¢ s
e fippea den guines tow

o fipped &

ma, [ caught 1”&4 fung 1t m
mud at his feat, 1 By

Ha reddensd at the bold act. Then,
with n #hrue, observed

“As you will. Mistreas .

the sight of your faes s so re.
ward that mers gold seoma him
as dross by comparison, we
continue our walk? 1 fear the L
of mo many rehels has spolled

morning. In sammer, the " in
winter, tha rebeis. 1 know

L L]
der & look—not at the fan the gold-
amith mtill held, but at my surprised,
confuned nelf,

Araln our eyes met. [ oould
read the look In hers. Yot somaho
It met me all atingle, ;

And tha goldamith spake (o e
twiee hefore | conld dmw
own daxed glance from the

lttle retrenting figurs As she passed
out of amieht the world seemed
wtrangely anll v

The goldsmith was leading ma to-
ward his shop, a few doors away.

"You are hurt,” he was sayhng.
*Coms in and me stanch the
waonnd "

I mianced dAnwn at arm.

Iaft

Through the slanh md“u the
onst drops of red were spreading.

In my excitement [
rote of the Injuary. now
seemed to me foo petty a matter
call for surh solicitude, i

Nevertheloas [ suffered myself to
be led into the quaint, dtm Interor
of the ahop. The goldsmith me
alt In a bl chalr while he oft
in search of lint and warm watar,

The crowd had mellad away, bﬁl’
one or two olerka and ap ™
mained

I glanced abhout the shop in real in-
terent, The walle were hung with odd
prints, save whern ahall spacé was
taken up with rows of gold and m
arnaments that gleamed Itvidly
behind their thick gians onses.

Rita of Allgres work. o fane and

‘other trinkets were plled on &

table behind the counter. In &
room atond a tiny forge, and near it

a printing press. At & window LY
hench with a set of angra
And through same window I

could read the swinging street sign's
legond:

O AR X LR A Bl Lid T (ad |

: PAUL REVERE, 3
1 Goldamith and Engraver. + 1

H H
SamssrescassRsiaRBant s

The next moment my hoat had re-
turned, his arms tull of bandages and
sueh atufr,

He deposited his burdem om the
floor, stripped off my coat, and with
the tender touch of a woman pro-
ecoeded to lay bares my lh&bﬂl‘lﬂ.

The omt was not deep ner any

way Aangerous, But ths -hu-g oant
4 of Boston had gotten Into it and
it stung eruelly.

Also T was mhdﬂnw
nmf’l':looa and from 0 m

nt,

Therefore 1 willingly allowed &
uln‘luudullh to m and 'bt?.
wound, leaniy
watohing with adm ‘m
nkill As & surgeon.

fret hort you have

“Thin s not the
Aressed™ |

hl
the Iast.” he made answer. “No, R is
not ﬂ:‘hto lnrr. f“ learned m.-.“m
wo n the Crown
ngainst the French tn 1756, 1 wen &
leutenant of artillery there"

“A leutenant of artillery o ‘887 [
auerled. "You can scarce be above
foriy or I‘-:rty;’ﬂvo now." '

“I mm but forty.,” he sald, worliin
an ha talked. “Creat eventa bein
forth the men to meet them. An
thpse men often are mere Inds, T was
sourca twenty-one at the time of
Crown Point campaign. Yet our -
faln was bt ninetosn, Liks m "
he was promoted from the ranks

“Ior hravery™ [ asked, suddenly
interestod.

Ha taughed,

“In thes rough days of the Franch
and Indlan war,” he answered, “there
was aoant politioal prefarment, Men
I;r‘l"l promoted for bravery—aor not at
mll™

“I have oft heard of that great cam-
palen againm Crown Polnt™ sald I,
witehing hin buay Angers tia the last
koot in the bandages, “My father

hag 1211 me how a handful of sturdy |

New Englang Colonipts went forth
into the howtile wilderness, how they
foapht starvation, will easts and

flercor Indiang, and at the last agalnes |

feurful odids captured France's strong «
ent fort, Ia it so?

I In m0," ho agread gravely

"Yor.” T pursuad, “to-day,
man who dared such pert
in fear from arresting one Britieh
soldier. Do advancing yvears bBring
cownrdloe ™™

“Young mmn,” he sald sternly, “It is
ever the way of youth fo judge &

y'on—dho
lo--.hnnkq

{

jewal caskot’s pontomts by (ta axterior, |

"Tharefors [ overlook your insult, The
name of Paul Revers may not live in
my country’'s history; but If It does
not "twill not be because I am a
coward, Lot that enMoes™

*| ask pardon If | have offended,”™ T
mutiared, half ashamed,
a Crown Polnt hero oringe before a
thieving redcoat Irked me. The jewels
must over fine Lo justity as tars
ntahed a casket*

Yen, It was a boorish, brutal speech,
| knaw that, | had the grace o reals
12e It, vaguely, even then,

What better xpeat of
farm ?ad an his mt :::l:l:.{ with m}
men? - ‘e

{To Be Continusd.)
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“Yet to mes




